We actually have a few things in common 


Author: Riguel*2000 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Ger] 


Updated: Sun Dec 25 201b 16:10:01 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


We actually have a few things in common 


Author's Notes: 


Story told from lzzy and then Duffs POV 


Izzy’ POV 


Axl told me to be here at 100 pm. It is 135 pm and no Axl in sight. He said he found a great candidate to 
replace our bass player. | told him it's more urgent to find a good drummer. Our current rhythm section 
definitely sucks, apart from me, and | would settle for no bass but decent drums when we rehearse, even 
when we play live. By decent, | mean a drummer whose sense of rhythm is more developed than our current 
one who's as skilled in that department as a low-budget kitchen appliance for food prep with only two speed 
settings, fast or very fast. Also, | don't get along with our bass player so the sooner he goes, the better, but 
if he goes, then, we need a drummer, at least. But Axl doesn't care apparently, so | may have to tolerate our 


food prep drummer a little longer together with a new unknown bass player now. 


l'm pissed off already and about to leave the booth in which I've been sitting for more than half an hour 
waiting for Axl when | finally see my favorite redhead walking in followed by a very tall punk girl. What the 
fuck? Oh, wait, no. Now she's closer, | see it's not a girl. Its a tall guy and he looks like a punk who put on 
make-up without a mirror. Please don't fucking tell me this is our potential new bass player. 


'Izz, this is Duff, he's from Seattle. He plays bass. Duff, this is Izzy, my guitarist.” 


Axl calls me his guitarist when he is upset at me or when he tries to impress people. Which is it tonight? He 


has no reasons to be upset so | guess he tries to impress our potential new recruit. 

The bleached blond punk from Seattle extends a huge hand in my direction to greet me. | shake it briefly to 
try to be polite but it doesn't cut it, | think | am not looking at the guy anyway because I'm mad at Axl and | 
stare at him with my annoyed look just in case he hadn't gotten the message. 

"You're fucking late. You know what time it is?", | hiss at him while lighting up a cigarette. 


"No fucking clue, you know | never wear a watch." 


Axl sits in front of me in the booth, with this Duff guy next to him. He gestures to the waitress and orders 
beers for the three of us, then he picks a cigarette from my pack. 


"I thought we could get to know each other quickly and then we can go back to our place and see how you two 


would mix, right?" 


He says that like we're choosing fabric for the living room curtains and we have to see how the color will fit 


in the house. | look at my watch and sigh. 

"Don't have much time, | gotta go work", | remind Axl. 

‘Its not like you have to be in your office at a given hour, come on." 

| work during the day, morning and lunch or afternoon shifts at a restaurant", the blonde bassist says. 
"Perfect", Axl replies, "You can rehearse in the evening and we can do gigs at night too then" 

Duff's made-up eyes light up. 

"You guys have some concerts lined up?", he asks, his voice betraying excitement already. 

| smirk at him and roll my eyes at Axl. | know he hates that. 


"None, but Axl feels it's coming, so just in case, we keep all our evenings free for the next I2 months, 


especially Saturdays." 


Axl's gaze is shooting imaginary daggers at me from across the table. | pretend | don't notice and take a sip 
from the cold beer bottle we just got served. Duff picks up a bottle too and gulps down half of it in no time. 
Ok, so big hands and | guess big stomach too. | hope he doesn't have a big mouth.. 


"What's your job?", Duff asks me. 


Axl raises an eyebrow in concern, Like | don't know what to say and to whom. | don't talk about my job with 


anyone except Axl, who actually would prefer that | don't talk about it with him. 
"Nothing interesting that leaves me plenty of time to rehearse", | answer vaguely. 


Duff nods and passes his big hand in his bleached hair, pushing them away from his eyes. He wears eyeliner 
and it's smudged a bit on the side of his brown eyes. He also wears a few earrings on each ear. He would do a 


very pretty girl. As a guy, he does have an interesting look. Axl's liking it, | know already. 


"I know it's not easy to get someone new in a band but l'm easy going, and | can play pretty decently, punk and 
other shit. | can sing too, if you need backing vocals", he says to plead his cause. 


Sounds utterly promising, sure. Before arranging for this meet-up, Axl told me he met the guy a few months 
ago at a concert he went. There were several bands on stage that night. Duff's band was playing too but his 
band no longer exists and he is looking for another spot. He was in a punk band. We do rock. | like punk but | 
don't play it so well and Axl sounds like a cat whose tail got stepped on by a very heavy woman with stiletto 
heels whenever he tries to scream and sing punk, so | can't see how this may turn out great but | know Axl 
well enough to keep my complaining for when we'll be home alone. We can jam for IO minutes and it will become 


clear very fast that it is probably not a good match and I'll rest my case then 

While l'm observing our potential new band member, | hear Axl's giving him a pep talk about our band, which is 
still at the embryonic stage of his greatness. Axl is also telling Duff about our previous band members and 
existing bands or musicians we like to illustrate the sound and the style we embody. I've rarely seen Axl so 


friendly with a stranger. This is almost freaky. 


A short while later, the three of us get up and leave. | tell Duff we don't live far from here, like 20 minute 
walk, but he points at a big old disheveled truck. 


"Have my bass and amp in the back of the truck, I'll give you a ride." 
Axl lets him walk to the truck ahead of us and pulls me back a little. I'm gonna get scolded... 
"Don't be a fuckhead for once, Izzy." 


"What now?", | protest keeping my voice low so Duff doesn't hear us. 


"The guy is good, | heard him play. Give him a chance." 


| take a last puff at my cigarette and toss it on the ground before walking to the old rusty truck, not saying 
anything to Axl. 


We're home in no time. Axl pushes some stuff away from the couch so he can sit on it. | go get us some beer 
from the fridge and in the meantime | hear Duff plugging his bass in the amp and starting to play. When | 
return to the couch area, | see the tall blond guy has taken off his black coat. He wears a skinny black Misfits 
t-shirt that got its sleeves and neck line artistically cut off. He looks even bigger and taller standing there legs 
a bit spread out with his long bare arms extending into its big black bass guitar. | put the beers on the floor 
next to us. Axl is looking at me. | don't look back, | look at the punk who is playing bass. He can play. Not that | 
mistrust Axl in general but let's face it, | play bass and Axl doesn't have too much clue what a good bass 
player is or sounds like, so | needed to see and hear him for myself. The guy is good. He is playing some riffs 


that | don't know but they sound good. 

| go and pick up my guitar to try him further. 

"Do you know Mama Kin, Aerosmith?", | ask him. 

He nods and plays the chorus. | wait and let him hit a few notes before tagging along. Axl doesn't do anything 
but sits there and grins while sipping his beer. | try not to look too happy but | must admit this is kinda of 
working. He's definitely better than our current bass player, so that's an improvement for the band. 
Personality-wise, | don't think | could have much in common with this bleached punk guy but | definitely don't 
like our current bassist so what are the odds that he could be worse? 

We jammed for half an hour or so and I've seen and heard enough. | really need to get going and go out on the 
street to sell. This is nearly the end of the month and we're not on target for our rent, so | don't have the 
luxury to take a night off. 

"That will do for a trial", | say, stopping in the middle of Whole Lotta Rosie. 


Duff looks at me a bit surprised but doesn’t say anything. Axl is obviously not happy about my plain rude 
behavior. | don't give a fuck though. 


| need to go, | told you", | tell Axl, before he can say anything to me. 
"Whatever. We'll talk tomorrow", he says dryly. 
| quickly put my things away and pick up my jacket to go out, leaving Axl with Duff. I'm sure they'll debrief 


fine without me around. | don't like to talk anyway. 


Duff's POV 


| was excited when this guy, Axl, called me. | remembered him from the concerts we did a few months ago 
with my old band. We had spent some time talking after the gigs and he was saying he was not too happy with 
his current band. We are all starting, or rather trying to start something and make it work, so it's normal to 
keep in touch with other musicians and to try to get in a better band if you can | hadn't seen them or heard 
him sing but | heard good stuff from the few people who had seen them live. They said Axl was great and had 
good stage presence but his band was lame. So | thought this was a good opportunity for me since | had no 


band anymore. 


| gave Axl the address of this café | usually hang out at. He came here and we spoke a bit. Then he told me 
we have to go somewhere else, to a bar on Sunset where we're supposed to meet his friend who plays guitar 
in their band. Axl says they know each other well, since high school and they started the band together, so 
they are making decisions together. They are both from the Midwest. | like that they're not from here, just 
like me. LA. people are pretentious pricks, at least most of the guys I've met so far and who said they're from 


here. 


Arriving at the other bar, Axl scans the place. He's looking for his friend, | guess. He points at a skinny guy 
with black hair who is sitting at a table towards the back of the crowded venue. We walk in that direction. The 
guy has spotted us. Axl introduces me to his bandmate and friend, who is about to leave and seems pissed 
because we arrived late. | was with Axl since an hour. | did not know we had to be here at a certain hour. Axl 


didn't seem to worry or to hurry when we left a while ago. Whatever. 


His bandmate's called Izzy. Cool name but the guy looks a bit mean. He has warm brown eyes that are 
softening his angular face from what | can see under the messy and greasy jet black hair that's covering his 
forehead and part of his eyes. He also has an interesting look going on. | would look stupid dressed like him but 
he pulls it off nicely in a shabby classy kind of way, if that means anything. He has a soft voice when he 
speaks, not fitting with the attitude he portrays. | say that even if the first words | hear from him are 


complains as he bitches about Axl being late. 


As we settle in and get some beers, Axl tells me that their band is more rock and blues influenced than punk 
but that they all like punk anyway so that should be an interesting combo to have me in | don't know about 
their drummer. Axl hasn't said anything about him yet. 


After a while at this bar, | can conclude that Izzy is not the most talkative person in the world. Axl does all 
the chitchat while Izzy is sitting there sizing me up. | can tell he's checking me and what | say or how | move, 
even if he is quite casual at doing it. He's sipping his beer and smoking cigarettes the whole time, nodding at 


Axl when he is asked a rhetorical question 


When we finish our beers and we leave to go to their place to jam a bit, | tell them | have a truck and we can 
drive. They look surprised So am I. Who lives in LA. and doesn't have a car? Mine is pretty old and crappy but 
it drives fine. It drove me from Seattle to here, so it does the job. 


Back at their place, | get my bass out and start to play some bits of stuff | wrote but never finished. They 
sound cool to me and they are less classic punk. They're a bit more rock so that may be more up their alley. 
Axl is watching me. | guess he doesn't play any instruments and he just sings. As I'm playing, Izzy reappears 
with drinks and decides to join me. He picks up his guitar and catches up with me. He asks me if | know Mama 
Kin, which | do. Not perfectly but | can wing it well enough, | believe. | know it's a test so | better do my best, 
even if that includes some improvisation As we play along, | get less nervous. Izzy plays it with his own tweaks 


so it doesn't have to be a perfect cover. 


Izzy swaps song then and starts playing some old school rock and a few bluesy licks here and there. He doesn't 
seem like one of those guitar heroes that are swarming around in LA. these days but he puts a rice groove 
and feeling into what he does. He plays cool and he looks the part. He looks way more in his element while 
playing than when we were discussing earlier at the bar. | only notice now that he plays while still holding his 
cigarette in his right hand. How many has he smoked since | saw him at the bar? A whole pack? Shit, and | 


thought | was a heavy a smoker.. 


The jamming continues and | give a few glances at Axl while we play. He looks very focused, like he is trying to 


memorize what we're doing. 


| thought we were having fun and we were starting to really hitting it off but suddenly Izzy stops and says he 
has to leave. What the fuck? Okay. Axl doesn't seem too happy about this but he doesn't say much. 


After Izzy's gone | stay a little at their place. Axl tells me he liked what he heard and he will call me tomorrow 
evening after he has spoken with Izzy. | also think we were sounding good together but I'm not sure how Izzy 

felt. | think he's the type of guy who likes to keep to himself. Axl is more talkative and extravert and he's been 
friendly. Some guys | know a bit and who play in other bands had told me he is a bit of a nutcase. | don't think 


so. He seems nice so far. 


Two days later, | show up at their place after Axl called me the day before to say I'm in the band if | am stil 
interested and | can pass by their apartment the day after so we can meet for a band rehearsal later that 


day. | guess | will finally meet their drummer then. 

When | arrive at their place, Izzy opens the door. He's wearing a black shirt that he did not bother buttoning 
down, brown leather pants and old motorcycling style boots. From his open shirt, | can see his very flat 
tummy. Jeez, he is definitely skinny, and not tanned for someone who lives in LA. | doubt he spends much time 
at the beach. 

"Hi", he says simply, moving aside to let me in without saying anything further. 


The guy's not an afternoon person, it seems. | wonder if | woke him up or if he's just having a bad hair day. 


"Axl called me and said | could pass by to play with you guys tonight", | explain, not sure that Izzy knows why 


lm there. 


| know", he replies. "I told him we should get you to rehearse with us and Rob and Tracii." 


Ah, so he did organize this. Good. He must be an awesome poker player. You couldn't tell he was aware of why 


| was at the door a few seconds ago. 

"So who's Rob and Tracii?" 

"Rob's the human kitchen whisker who serves as our drummer and Tracii is lead guitar", he explains. 
Alright... So Izzy is not too fond of their drummer, | assume. And Tracey? 


"Tracey's a girl?", | ask, just to make sure | don't look stupid and surprised later on today when we all meet 
and | would mistake our lead guitarist for one of those guy's girlfriend. 


Izzy raises an eyebrow at me, chuckles and shakes his head. 

"Tracii's a guy. The day Axl will have a girl in the band, pigs will fly", he tells me. 

No further comments, | got it. | was trying to make a good impression. Pointless, it seems. It's just that I'm an 
open-minded kind of guy, so | don't presume anything. Besides, back in Seattle, | saw all-girl punk rock bands and 


some really kicked ass. Respect there. 


"We have a rehearsal place a few blocks from here in an empty storage lot, we can go there in half an hour’, 


Izzy informs me. 

Great. He volunteered a piece of info. We're getting cozy, it seems. 

| spoke too soon. A minute later, Izzy disappears and leaves me alone in the living room. | don't know where he's 
gone. | guess in his room. | sit down on their incredibly uncomfortable couch and pick up a newspaper that is on 
the coffee table to keep myself entertained. About half an hour later, Izzy shows up looking more relaxed with 
a cigarette hanging from the corner of his lips. He put on a hat and mirror sunglasses, his shirt has two 
buttons done now. He's ready to leave. 

"Axl will meet us there with the others. You came with your truck?", he asks. 

"Yeah." 

"Lets go then" 


He picks up his guitar case and holds the door open for me. 


This guy is very strange. He's looking cool but at the same time distant. | am not sure I'll manage to get to 
know him. He's such a contrast with Axl. You wonder how those two can be best friends. | guess opposites 


attract, as they say. 


On the way to the rehearsal, we exchange three sentences as Izzy tells me how to reach the place, which is a 
few blocks behind Sunset and also further behind where they live. The area looks pretty deserted but | guess 
rehearsal space comes at a premium so having a location is already a good thing. | wonder how they pay for it, 
as they seem a bit strapped for cash, but | don't question that. Izzy has the keys and lets me in We're the 
first ones. It's brick walls, concrete floor, no window. Curious to hear how's the acoustic in this place. | see 
some amps, a drum kit and some other things in here but apart from that, it's very minimalist and industrial. 


Izzy takes a seat on a stool next to the drum kit. There are a couple of chairs on the other side and | grab 
one to put in front of him. He picks up a cigarette and lights it up, taking a long drag and exhaling it while 
looking at me. Or maybe not. He hasn't taken off his shades so | can't say. He doesn't really make me nervous 
but | wish | knew if this is a game or a way to try me and see what | will say or do or if he just behaves this 
way all the time. If its a game or a test, | think I'll fail because l'm the first one to say something to break 
the staring contest. 


"You don't talk a lot, do you?", | cannot help but tease him with that. 

He smirks at me. 

"Nope." 

Oh jeez. | hope the other guys won't be long.. 

Its not you.. | just don't like to talk too much", he adds with a smile, taking off his sun glasses. 

Ok, | think he's trying not to be a complete asshole with me. | should give him credit for that. He might 
actually be making a terrible effort there. He gave me a real smile, not like the smirk just before. His face 
looked very different when he smiled. So | may just have to deal with the fact that he's a loner. He doesn't do 
it on purpose to catch attention, he's not playing hard to read, he just is like that. So we may as well try to 
get to know each other a bit more at this point. | venture doing that with questions that would call only for a 
yes or a no answer, which should be ok for him. 

"You have a girlfriend?", | ask him. 

No idea why | ask him that. | don't really care but somehow, this is the first thing that crossed my mind. | 
guess he's a bit surprised by my question too because he stares at me looking puzzled, like he doesn't know 
how to answer the question | observe his gaze and | can tell he's high. I'm not sure on what, and he's holding it 
very well, but he is. 


"What fucking question is that?", he says with a laugh. 


Brownie points for me. | made him laugh. Ok, he laughs at me, not with me, but | take this as a small victory. 


"No, | don't’, he replies anyway. "You?" 

"No, not for now." 

"Good, so now we have one more thing in common’, he concludes. 
One more? 

"And which other thing do we have in common?", | ask curious. 
"We both dye our hair", he says very seriously. 


Huh.. Sure. So this is not his natural color? | don't have time to ask him anything further. The door opens up 


and Axl comes in with another guy. 
"You're already here? Good", Axl says. "What were you two doing?" 


"Bonding, quality time, all that shit", Izzy replies without looking at Axl or me and moving his stool away from 


the drums. 

"I'm Rob", the other guy says nodding at me. 

Now I've met the kitchen appliance drummer or whatever nickname Izzy gave him earlier when he mentioned 
him to me. He looks alright. We'll see how he plays. l'm not bad with drums so | can tell a good drummer from 
a bad one. 

"Duff, our new bass player, single, not a natural blond", Izzy states to introduce me to Rob. 

Axl's looks at him shaking his head. Even if he wanted to make fun of me, the way Izzy said that almost 


sounded affectionate. | look at him and | don't say anything. He looks back and winks at me with another smirk 
Ok, he's cool. He's not being mean. Maybe there's hope and maybe he likes me a bit. We'll see how this goes.. 


